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You don't know just how much of a dick | feel sat here willing the phone to ring. For Christ's sake I'm nearly 
forty and l'm acting like some teenage girl with her first crush. 


This friendship? This Relationship? This. dunno I've given up trying to work it out has been so long in the 
making it's fucking ridiculous. He's as stubborn as | am, no possibly worse in fact. Ask for help? That boy? No 


chance. 


| know people think | had it rough, weird upbringing and all, but at least | do know my parents cared, did the 
best they could do. He doesn't have that luxury. 


Mind you it's not as though I've been moping around after him for nine or ten years. I've had my share of fun 
in and out of band. We may be ‘closed fist’ about certain things but others? Eh..could you imagine trying to 
hold back the terror twins appetites? Come on how the hell did you think they got that nickname in the first 
place? Sometimes I'm a little surprised that | was never tarred with the same brush. But then again | was a 


little more discreet 
Oh come on will you fucking ring. 


The clock's telling me he should have been off stage fifteen minutes ago. | know home town gigs are special 


but..dammit all. This is so fucking frustrating. 


| can picture him up on that stage winding up the crowd, hair flying, so proud to be home shoving it down the 
throats of all those who said he'd be nothing more than druggie, groupie and cheap. 


Yeah well that thought may make my blood boil but there's more than a touch of guilt in there as well 
That first time..saying | didn't know better is still no excuse. 


To this day | still don't know what possessed me to give him a my business card and a contact address, that 
guilt | still feel maybe? That spark | saw when we talk about music during the meet and greet? Instinct? That 
fleeting momentary knowledge that this is the one? | don't know, if | did | probably be richer than | am now and 


would have saved us both a lot of trouble. 


Well maybe not, he had to do things his way and, unfortunately, | had to do them mire. It's not as if he 
badgered me constantly or anything. | got the odd tape to listen too here and there, an odd lyric occasionally, 
even very rarely a quick letter about how they were doing if something important had happened. He got a 
reply to everything he sent, all of it completely and on a couple of three occasions brutally honest. 


Then Silverside happened almost out of the blue, well to me certainly its not like I'd followed his career or 
anything, | still only have that one album. But the kick to the gut | felt the first time | heard ‘Never Again’ still 


echo's now when | catch it unexpectedly. 


The day after that album went platinum for the first time here he sent me a card almost identical to the one 
I'd given him ‘cept this one had a cell number scrawled on the back of it. We met up a few days later in LA. 


I'd like to say and the rest is history but in a way this is all still too new. He's been on tour since and we're 
good part of the way into our own merry-go-round, which thanks to our little dictator is happening under the 
spotlight and with cameras in tow, yet again. 


That's not to say we haven't had our moments we have. The more recent ones, easing some of the darker 
memories from that first meeting. 


The phone rings just as l'm shifting around trying to get comfortable from the results of the images of him 


on stage. 


"Lo?" How many times have we done this? Why is my heart racing? Palms damp? Why do | sound that 


uncertain? 
"James?" One word everything seems to settle into place. 


"Yeah, who else it be dick--?" Yep that'd be me grinning like a loon just ‘cause l'm talking to him. "How'd the 


show go? 


"Oh man, you'd have to have been there--" | swear | can hear him bouncing on the other end of the line, | try 


and muffle whimper that image causes | swear | really do. 
"What you doing, James--?" The timber of his voice drops, it's almost as though he's breathing the words in 
my ear. "I know that sound you're hard for me aren't you, James? Aching for me. Want me to get you off? 


Want to feel my hands on you? My mouth on you?" 


I'm burning up his words are slowly frying my brain, quietly turning my insides to cinders. | don't recognise the 
sound that escapes but the light chuckle it gets goes straight to the root of my problem. 


"Want to hear you, James, want you come for me, can you do that? 


Oh. God. I'm fumbling for my belt almost ripping my zip apart, shuddering and moaning as my finger brush 
against my flesh. 


"That's it, let me hear you, let me imagine touching you, you touching me" A soft sound tells me l'm not the 
only one affected by this, it helps as though a some wall inside me that | didn't know was there crumbles. 


"Come on Het.. know your close.. need this.. need you." those words, the quiet noises he's making do it for me 


leaving my hand sticky and me feeling more at ease than | have in the last few days. 


The stuttered gasp that | hear is enough to know that he's probably in much the same situation. The picture 


in my head rings the final dregs of arousal from me. 


The back ground hullabaloo of doors being slammed and Chad being called brings reality crashing back down 


around me.. round us as he sighs deeply across the line. 


"This has got to stop soon right?" He sounds so tired and | can't say a word round the lump in my throat 


‘cause | know far too well just how these things can spin out of control. 


"We've a few days down time coming, come up and see me?" Yeah | can do that and fuck the recording for a 
while. t's not as we're not that far behind it's stupid and few days more aren't going to make the situation 


any worse. 


“Course | can. When? Where?" | can hear him smile again as he tells me he wants to take me home. Gives me 


the dates and then gets dragged off by someone or other. 

It takes me a few moments after he hangs up to arrange things. 

Now | just have to tell everyone they have an unscheduled couple of days off 
Coward l'm not, but I'm not doing that face to face. 


~End~ 


